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in the next infant what is your dismay, when you are
again saluted by the odious notes of a mosquito close at
your ear 1 The perilous fight of the previous dream, in
which your honour had become pledged, and your life
at hazard, is all forgotten in the pressing reality of this
waking calamity. You resolve to do or die, and not to
sleep, or even attempt to sleep, till you have finally over-
come the enemy. Just as you have made this manly
resolve, and, in order to deceive the foe, have pretended
to be fast asleep, the wary mosquito is again heard,
circling over you at a distance, but gradually coming
nearer and nearer in a spiral descent, and at each turn
gaining upon you one inch, till, at length, he almost
touches your ear, and, as you suppose, is just about to
settle upon it. With a sudden jerk, and full of wrath,
you bring up your hand, and give yourself such a box
on the ear as would have staggered the best friend you
have in the world, and might have crushed twenty
thousand mosquitoes, had they been there congregated.
Being convinced that you have now done for him, you
mutter between your teeth one of those satisfactory
little apologies for an oath which indicate gratified
revenge, and down you lie again.

In less than ten seconds, however, the very same
felon whom you fondly hoped you had executed, is
again within hail of you, and you can almost fancy there
is scorn in the tone of his abominable hum. You, of
course, watch his motions still more intently than
before, but only by the ear, for you can never see him.
We shall suppose that you fancy he is aiming at your
left hand; indeed, as you are almost sure of it, you wait
till he has ceased his song, and then you give yourself
another smack, which, I need not say, proves quite as
fruitless as the first. About this stage of the action you
discover, to your horror, that you have been suddenly
bit in one ear and in both heels, but when or how you
cannot tell. These wounds, of course, put you into a
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